Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



* *- ■. 



o. 



/v< 



AHNO 



A H N O 



CHARLES PHILIP KRAUTH 






THE CORNHILL COMPANY 

BOSTON -.:■-. ; ,• ' 
tlM^ ■■'■■'■'. ':"■ 



t ^ #* •• ' 



u 



PI* 



^ 1 
1. 1 



,vf 



.914A01. 



T\] . . N c-"C 



,j 



L 



Copyright, 1919, by 



THE CORNHILL COMPANY 



* k <. r b 



? ft 



«> 
%• 



b *r V 






CONTENTS 

Canto Pasre 

I. The Beach i 

II. The Dunes 12 

III. The Marsh 21 

IV. The Tower 28 

V. The Pines 36 

VI. The Pit 42 

VII. The River .45 



AHNO 



A H N O 



CANTO I 

THE BEACH 

The night of storm was nearing to its end. 
The feeble drizzle beat the sand and sea 
No more; and thin gray bars their arms extend 
From northeast unto southeast; here and there 
A blinking paling star pierced through the mist 
The pines inland lifted their boughs and sighed ; 
For a wind fanned the patient punished sea. 
The deep night sky grew gray, then purple turned 
Pale with a bar of scarlette in the east 
The sea caught color as the broad sun rose. 

It was a long beach strewn with weed and shells 
A broad low beach where delicate hued waves 
Of early morning played, and gently lapped. 
Back of the beach lay pine and marsh and pine. 
Framed in the pale blue hazy Autumn sky. 
Half cloaked in melting mist, and feathry clouds 
Of gray and opal, which the soft wind had 
Piled helter skelter formless in the west. 
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And on this beach stood one who had long since 

Forsaken all the busy hives of men. 

And lived a hermit life among the dunes, 

Watching the tides, for many moons, ^ 

Eat more and more away, the narrow isle. 

Fast crumbling to its ocean floor again. 

One who had seen the promise of the May 

Of life's bright boyhood sink in sad decay ; 

For he had seen success after a kind 

And failure also, and estrangement of 

Long cherished friends, and plans his youth had 

known; 
And reaped his wild oats scarce ere they were sown, 
A thousand years, he mused, who knows the world ^ 

Will still be young — ^young in a vicious youth. 
And the old games will still be played, and lost 
Or won they must go on at any cost. 
And self perpetuation after all 
Is the one thing for which the world swings on; 
We wish successors only that we may 
Illustrious shine to them from Yesterday, 
Pleasure is only pleasure, for the fact 
That others to enjoyment set the fashion ; 
And pain is only pain because we know 
That others do not suffer and bow low 
In our own agony. Lo, all mankind 
Is but a monster preying on itself. 
That it may reap reward in its own eyes 
For self is each man's darling till he dies. 
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AHNO 

Only the plaintive cry, 

Of some sea bird 

Mourning his mate lost in the Autumn gale; 

Only the sob of the half-penitent sea. 

Only the wind rustling the dry salt grass. 

Broke the vast stillness, 

Till a human voice. 

Or that which bore resemblance to a voice 

Of mortal kind, yet touched with angel fire. 

Burst on a sudden into soaring song, 

Launched forth in notes, so musical, so high. 

So liquid in their passage up to heaven. 

The charmed ear trembled in its ecstasy. 

Fearing each wondrous note would be the last. 

Love — Love — impassioned and eternal love. 

It sang of love which laughs at time and death, 

Yet so intense, so desperate, one said 

The next great note would burst the singer's heart. 

Well might the song have been that of an angel; 

And yet so subtle was the intonation. 

And all so warm, so sensuous the strain. 

So earthly its appeal to sense and sex. 

It seemed still more the song of some she devil 

Some beautiful Bacchante more than human 

And so much less — Divine. 

And he who stood and listened all alone. 
On the bright morning sands could not decide 
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Where the song came from. Was it from the sea? 

Or in the dunes behind him or the marsh? 

Or was that lark-Uke fairy melody, 

Born in his soul, and by his ear alone 

Heard in that desert waste of marsh and main? 

'Twas in a tongue he could not understand; 

Yet seemed the meaning burning in his brain, 

As though some wondrous skilled interpreter. 

Translated that strange paean, note by note. 

And showed the words to say. 

If you were an angel of air 

And I, a soul forsaken 

In times gone by 

And lost in the sea. 

Would you come to my salt sea lair 

And fly, over tiie waves. 

Where chained would lie 

One who should sigh 

For thee? 

Up up from the depths of despair. 

My cry would go up to thee 

From the cruel cold caves 

Of the sea. 

To thee an angel of air 

And I a soul forsaken 

In times gone by 

And lost in the sea. 
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And then he heard a low yet Uquid voice. 

Sobbing behind the dunes. 

From the thick scraggy forest to the west ; 

Where among pines, the bone-white holly trees 

Flung their gnarled branches to the salty air. 

He climbed in haste the shifting wind-piled sands. 

And entered that pale forest by the marsh, 

And there stood one, among the twisted trees, 

Wearing white flowing garments. Her bright hair 

Crowned with a wreath of blood-red Autumn leaves. 

She stood and smiled on him plaintive and sweet. 

"Oh I have sought," she sighed, "through all the seas ; 

And in deep woods a very long long time. 

But now you come carry me to the beach 

I left it but to gather scarlet leaves. 

Which are indeed the roses of the Fall ; 

And here you see the briars are unkind." 

She pointed glancing downward at her white 

And slender ankles marred with thin red lines 

And small soft feet all scratched and cut upon 

The dagger-pointed stubble of salt grass. 

"I am called Ahno in a place whereof 

You know not. I have sought for thee, a long 

Long while, and Thou? Hast thou not also sought 

Sought long. Ah! long for me?" 

She smiled and put forth both her little hands. 

And taking Ahno tenderly in his arms 

Young Caer turned eastward t'ward the morning sea. 
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Yet did his heart misgive him ; somewhat fail ; 
Somehow he felt that he should barter all 
Hope here, hereafter for this thing of clay, 
Yet what upon that lonely, lonely shore 
Was a poor soul to lose for such a gift? 
Not such a cold sea-monster after all ; 
Was not her body warm within his arms. 
Was not the yellow grass her feet had pressed, 
Beaded with dew drops red ? 

Somewhere the sunlight 

May have strayed 

Into her hair. 

Sometime,. the salt spray 

May have played 

In the gold coils 

And curly made. 

And twisted them as twisted trees. 

That bend away from wind-swept seas. 

Somehow the moon on water dark 

May in her eye have set the spark 

Of witchery beguiling fair; 

Yet lingered some unknown thing there. 

The horror of the midnight sea, 

Of white foam on black water free 

Rising, Rising over the land. 

Unknown and cold. 
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Young Caer walked forth at evening, having left 
Ahno asleep among the sheltering dunes; 
Down to the firmer beach he came and watched 
The round tongues of the waves lick at the sands. 
The sun had just gone down behind the pines. 
And his reflected light still touched the east 
And turned gray mist to sweetest violet — 
Violet flowers in Autumnal mist. 
As though the Autumn Sky hinted of spring; 
Spring on the dew-drenched meadows to the west. 
And fertile farms beyond the swamps and pine. 
Or else perchance the hazy northern sky 
Dreamed of sweet sleepy islands in the south. 
Caught coral colors from a softer sea 
Beyond the frosts and snow. 

"Oh would !" He sighed, "What am I wishing for ? 

When the wide world lies in a perfect peace 

Of sandy shore and purple tinted sea. 

And all sweet colors blend to charm the eye. 

There is no sadness in the sea, 

Nor any in the sky above. 

It must be I, then can I sigh 

For that sweet lie — 

Called Love?" 

So he returned to Ahno. All the skies 
Had suddenly caught fire to his eyes. 
The darkling beach, the sombre-tinted sea 
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Contained new meaning and new mystery. 

And all his past life seemed a dreary sleep, 

Or prison bars, but he had burst their keep; 

Or dreary dream from which he had arisen 

As a life-prisoner released from prison. 

Now in the spirit-haunted misty night. 

The deaf could hear, the blind at last had sight. 

And all those secrets, which his heart had taught 

His mind, cried out "This is the hour long sought. 

This is the fairy night for which you pined 

Your fullest harvest you at last shall find 

This the beginning. This the end of all ; 

Your Spring at last is here though dry leaves fall. 

Here on this narrow beach, though all be lost 

Of which you dreamed, in heart, through tempest 

tossed 
Days of long waiting. Nights of watching nigh 
The sullen seas the portents of the sky 
You have at last the sum of earthly pelf. 
Power complete ! In sense, and sex, and Self !" 

Thus he returned to Ahno and she smiled. 
Raising herself ; at his approach she stood 
Laughing, yet regal. Never a queen had been 
More royal in her aspect: there was that 
Which almost caused his knees to bend themselves. 
Yes, there was something in her poised head. 
And in her eyes a light that seemed above. 
All majesty and foreign to this earth. 
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Then they sat down to feast upon dried fish, 

And fruits and nuts, the wild fare of the isle. 

And from a bubbling spring behind the dunes 

He brought great shells filled with fresh water sweet 

But Ahno little ate and little drank, 

Nor seemed to care for any food but love : 

Nor would she tell him aught of her strange self. 

Though half the night they lay together where 

The soft sands formed a hollow at the feet 

Of a great dune shielding them from the wind. 

And the silent stars hung over all 

As watching for the day. 

And as he slept he dreamed so vividly 
It seemed his sleeping vision burned itself 
Into his mind, searing its pictures there. 

Young Caer lay out on the dunes by night 

Under a twisted tree. 

And marked the downward arrow flight 

Of a meteor, lurid, dazzling bright 

Plunge in the depths of the sea. 

The fancies flickered over the dunes. 

As fires that fall and rise; 

Lost spirits skip to the thrill of tunes 

They have heard in Paradise. 

The red, red roses of lost desire 

Bearing their blossoms vain. 

Budded in gloom till they burst to bloom 
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In passionate pleasure and pain. ' 

But down by the wash of the sobbing sea 

Through the phantom-ridden night; 

Two dog-toothed demons beat on a gong 

Menacing, masterful, loud and long 

Unholy and horrible rite. 

But Ahno slept not, though at first she lay < 

Within the encircling arm of her true love ; 

Thrown across her waist so close — so close; 

Until overcome with drowsiness it clung 

No more to her soft flesh, but gradually 

Relaxed its hold and slipped and slipped away; 

Feebly as the frail fingers of a child ( 

Give up the cherished toy he took to bed. 

To let it lie imheeded till the day 

Peeps through the nursery window once again. 

And a great horror crept into her eyes, ' 

Ahno who could not lose herself in sleep. 

And once again she seemed to stand alone, 

A fallen angel, on some long dead star. 

Far from those orbs which wheeled above her now. 

And the black sea just seen between the dunes, 

A waste more lonely and more dreadful seemed. 

Than all the spaces 'twixt the planets strewn. 

And there repellant at her very feet 

Where love had lain now sprawled a great dead ape. 

The mockery of love, with hairy arms ' 

Relaxed and human face blue in decay. 
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A rotting corpse that chained to her should lie 
With grinning lips through all eternity. 

Was this the love sought then through all the seas? 

The union of the unseen world with clay? 

A flower indeed that bloomed but for a space; 

This human passion, now the cup was drained 

Of its sweet foam, and in the bottom lay 

Only a bitter drop of memory. 

The memory of a union perfected 

Only upon one side, unnatural. 

Unholy, as the union of a beast 

With man, and all as unimaginable. 

And yet undying and impassioned love 

For him that rotting horror once contained. 

Lived on until the blue corpse at her feet 

Once more assumed the features of Young Caer, 

Just as the first gray light laughed in the east. 

And lay the outward semblance of a man 

Lost in the innocence of heavy sleep. 
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THE DUNES 

If I could only know your eyes, 
Filled with the wonder and surprise 
Of that first love which never dies, 
Nor ever comes to bloom, 
Think of those buds the rose must bear 
Which never burst to stm and air; 
And yet what blossoms can compare 
With these that die in gloom? 

O ! Red, red rose of first desire. 

Knew you not Sidon, Ur, and Tyre? 

Babylon's bowers knew your fire 

And Aztec gardens rare. 

Bloomed you not in the lotus land 

Could not the poppy understand 

What of the rice stems warm wind fanned 

Were you not known there? 

Young Caer awoke, the sun was once again 
Tingeing the distant seas with royal fire. 
Ahno sat by him gazing toward the east. 
"How royal is that rising," she exclaimed, 
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"And Ah! How sad that setting" Then she spoke 
As in a voice far off and to herself, 

"Know you not of the ages when 
Certain sons of the skies 
Came down to greet the maids of men 
With love in their burning eyes. 
Found more complete the lusts of men 
Than the joys of Paradise? 

And what if I perchance were then 

Once a child of the skies 

Who looked upon a man of men 

And fell from Paradise? 

Who sought the soul of a man of men 

For lust of the heart and eyes?" 

But Young Caer only knew that he had found 
That thing for which his soul had wandered far. 
Mayhap in some past life the search had been. 
Or else in dreams his soul released from clay, 
On airy wings had crossed the gulf of night. 
And found her waiting on some distant star. 
Or in his waking hours when he had stood. 
Alone upon some towering mountain's side. 
Gazing with dreamy eyes across a world. 
Ridge upon ridge of hills and purple peaks 
With fertile valleys lying at their feet. 
Had he not longed for, often imaged her 
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Who might have stood with him in such an hour 
And dreamed long dreams ere they together should 
Fare hand in hand to seek the wide world's end? 

Forgotten was his dark illomened dream, 
And her illomened vision of the night. 
They laughed as happy children in the sun 
And occupied their kingdom by the sea. 
But once or twice as sped that wondrous day 
A shadow seemed to fall on Ahno's heart 
Always as she gazed eastward toward the main 
That unknown waste of waters whence she came 
And a dim feeling of forboding would 
Sweep over her reflected in soft eyes 
Till like the eyes of some poor hunted beast 
Which ever seek the hound and hunter they 
Fixed themselves ever on the thin blue line 
Of distant ocean seeking in dumb fear 
The hound and hunter of that sliver sea 
Mayhap some cold sea monster like to that 
The Grecian maid awaited on the rocks 
Chained to a cliff beside the Cephian wave 
And in his very happiness Young Caer 
Felt a chill creep unto his very soul 
As ever and anon his vision caught 
Something he could not fully comprehend 
But coil on coil it luminously rolled 
Far out to sea and Ahno's haunted eyes 
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Would fix upon that slow revolving coil 

Of pale green on the ocean's farthest edge 

As a bird's orbs upon a snake are set 

And as the hissing horror nearer crawls 

Even until the deadly fangs are closed 

Lack power to drag that spell bound glance away. 

"Yes it will come," she sighed, "Parting, but how 
How can I speak of Death who never died? 

Love believe though our poor hour be brief 
Long did I seek you O we must not part ! 
But if we should Ah! when we do, believe 

1 sought you long from star to farther star 
And on cold mountain peaks, and ice fields low ; 
And where the burning desert melts away 

In sun struck dancing distance 
In the caves, of yonder silver sea, I lately lay 
Guarded by demons but my dreams, my sweet 
Beautiful dreams, were all, were all of you. 

We may have met before upon the Nile 
Or in a flower garden in Nippon 
Or may we not have been together where 
With royal pomp the Children of the Sun 
Gathered around the Inca of Peru 
Or chanted hymns to Bael in Babylon 
Or feasted at the court of Prester John 
Upon some Hymalian mountain high 
With Hind a jeweled carpet for our feet 
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And though we part for Pain Ah! Pain will come: 
We with our feeble hands, how shall we strive 
To keep him oS Dear Love; and where were Pain 
If we were but together? part we shall 
I know not it may be perchance to-night 
Or even a whole year but it will come." 
But Young Caer checked her pressed her closer still 
"Never!" he panted "While life lasts! A soul 
Have I a soul? Ahno that soul shall seek 
You through ten thousand caverns of the sea 
O'er all the Universe unto the gates 
Or Highest Heaven or the blazing bars 
Of Lowest Hell, for Ahno you alone 
Are both my Heaven and my Hell to me 
So be both fiend and angel as you will 
If you are also you and woman beside 
In you alone is power, power to raise 
Me to your heights or you may drag me down 
To depths my basest nature could not plumb 
For in you sense, and sex, and soul are found 
That other self I knew not that I sought 
But Oh I sought you always Your first song 
Released the caged bird in my lonely breast 
And I arose from languor and despair 
Knowing that other I that must be you 
Alone I shrink beneath the stars of night 
Their cold unfathomable eyes, but you 
Together we might seize the brazen sun 
That bloody sun if we but had the mind 
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And leave it to our children as a ball 
A burning ball to play with on these sands 
So Ahno Live forever, ever young 
Beautiful and beloved My Ahno be 
God, Goddess, or she devil what care I ? 
But Oh be woman first, and only mine !" 

Yet all so perfect was the precious day 

Why should they talk of parting, dream of death? 

Sorrow and pain, impending evil these 

But aided when their shadow crossed the mind 

To make more dear the honey clodded hours 

Their present happiness even more sweet 

Adding a subtle fear that bid them take 

Joy ; while the angry gods or fate still slept 

And there amid the wind-piled dunes of sand. 

He made a lair for Ahno. Breaking boughs 

By main strength, from the trees and platting them 

Together; tying some with limber stems 

Torn from wild grape vines. 

And from the sandy floor he carefully 

Pulled the sharp stubble grass and laid instead 

Pine boughs and bunches of the soft sea weed 

Dried in the autumn sun. 

And Oh, the wondrous brightness of the day! 

A day a thousand years it might have been. 

So full of little pleasures, little plays 

And sweet imaginings. Castles in Spain 
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Built by the King and Queen of that lone isle, 
Whose loyal cities all were forts of sand. 

And Indian Summer still did bless the land. 
The low marsh lay in tender sun-pierced haze, 
And the broad sea, one pale blue girdle, bound 
The diamond shore with scarce a cap of foam, 
As far as eye could reach, from north to south. 
So soft the long swells lapped against the sands. 
So low the wind, as if the wide world lay 
Waiting not winter, but return of spring 
A temperate dreamy Mediterranean spring; 
Which should engulf the earth, while lazily 
Old gods and goddesses of Ancient Greece, 
On silver pinions should return again. 
Seeking Atlantis o'er a western main. 

The nodding pine boughs seemed adrowse 

The sunlight filtered through their boughs. 

Kissing her hair 

The cool and soft autumnal breeze 

Sighed softly through the twisted trees. 

No room was there 

For grief or fear or pain to rise. 

O'er their sea-belted paradise 

Devoid of care. 

The broad marsh swam in sunlit mist. 

The day turned westward as they kissed. 

And overhead 
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A purple hue stained sea and sky, 

The day was dying, night was nigfi. 

The west burned red. 

The white-winged sea-gulls landward flew; 

Moaning the full flood tide withdrew, 

Day was near dead. 

The shadows fell upon the strand 

They swallowed marsh and sea and sand. 

The night came on. 

The darkness claimed them for a space. 

He slept. She slipped from his embrace. 

But paused once more to kiss his face 

And then— was gone. 

Gone without cry without resistance she 
Had watched them waiting in among the pines 
Shapes Young Caer's eyes had never learned to see 
Two demon forms squat, and with long dog teeth 
And hairy chests as apes and thick strong arms. 

"Ahno" they snarl "It is our hour come! 
Behold you might have raised yon sleeping fool 
From human cap and bells to angel state 
But you have sunk to his Preferred an hour 
Of unchained passion to eternal bliss 
You who have chosen night rather than day 
See now the time of night fall is at hand 
And we the Powers of Darkness claim our own 
Now you must follow to the court of him 
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Who in his all accustomed earthly shape 

Rolls deq> in the black sea waiting your soul I'' 

And Ahno bowed her head and followed them 
Yet she had kissed him when she saw her fate 
Qosing upon her. Was there hope in Hell? 
Her whole soul cried in anguish "O Believe 
I sought you long from star to further star 
Wilt thou not seek for me, for O Believe 
I and no other am your other soul !" 
And Young Caer's lip3 smiled faintly in his sleep. 

And now the demons dug their broad sharp claws 
Into her wrists till their great copper hands 
Stained with a warm red trickle redder glowed 
And fast they bore or dragged her to the sea 
And just as one long wave rolled up the sands 
Under the early moon, upon its crest 
Something appeared an instant and was gone 
Was it a sea snake with red gleaming eyes ? 
And as the demons and their captive came 
Swiftly into the waves a long green coil 
Of ocean's spume or was it something else 
Rolled over Ahno and her guards and they 
Vanished as one beneath the tumbling sea? 
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THE MARSH 



He knew not and he cared not for a space. 

What was the hour. The wailing of the wind^ 

The ominous moaning of the rising tide 

These all were lost to tortured consciousness. 

Ahno had gone — ^gone back into the void. 

Perchance to those dark caverns whence she rose. 

And all the screaming of witch-ridden winds, 

The furious bellowing of angry seas. 

The roar of solid gusts of icy sleet 

Hurled marshward from the main, were not enough 

To drown the raging tumult in his soul 

And once it seemed as he lay on his face 

I^igging cut hands into the shell-filled beach. 

He heard a weird wail far out to sea. 

And with that cry a dimness seized his brain 

A dizziness, a wild jumble of sense. 

He groaned and sank into oblivion 

Oblivion broken by delirium. 

The silence and the bitter bitter cold 

Closed ever in and now he heard no noise 

The roaring of the sea seemed a great cry 

Of human voices All old joys and woes 
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And half-forgotten, half-remembered things 
Came floating back before the burning brain, 
The last flash in the furnace ere it failed. 

For when the dawn at last broke through the clouds. 

Showing to east a wind-rocked white-capped sea. 

And to the west another stormy sea 

With land scarce visible, for all the marsh 

Lay flooded, that gray light revealed a form, 

A huddled form whose hands dug in the sand. 

Lay twisted underneath the twisted pines. 

Its head turned facing eastward to the sea; 

And round the open glassy staring eyes. 

The carrion gulls were flocking close and closer. 

Young Caer stood gazing on the crumpled thing, 

And marked the gulls were picking out the eyes 

And all instinctively he hastily raised 

Ghost hands to spirit face, to learn if he 

Had eyes to see, now that his corpse had none; 

And wandering and in a daze he walked 

Southward along the now so narrow beach. 

Seeking as though by instinct the old dunes 

Where he and Ahno, Lost Ahno, made love. 

So high had risen the returning tide. 

That almost to the feet of the tall dunes 

The beach lay covered, and between their feet 

One of the outer pockets had been filled 

With water from the onslaught of the waves; 

And their old booth of branches yesterday 
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So warm, was all destroyed and overthrown 
By the wild wind, and in that bitter blast 
And in that heavy sky and tingling air, 
Was promise of the coming of the snow. 
He found one yellow flower at his feet, 
Yellow as was her hair, lying just near 
Some silly little palace made of shells 
They two had built together on the sands 
Even as children pile up sand and shells 
To rear play palaces beside the sea. 

Just as some ray of hope may pierce the night 

Of our despair and seem to fill all heaven 

Because of that one brilliant sword of fire 

Contrasted with the blackness of all else. 

The winter sun shot for, an instant forth 

One long ray westward o'er the tumbling sea 

As though the Finger of Omnipotence 

Touched the gray tides of swollen marsh and main, 

And silence echoed the conunand "Thus far". 

An instant and the clouds closed in again; 

Not so the tides, for now above their waves. 

To westward slender blades of salt grass rose. 

And as retreating waters leave them bare, 

Broad meadows rich in swollen pools appear, 

And here and there a clump of twisted trees. 

Marking an island, pointed through the mist 

Westward with crooked boughs as they were hands. 

Beseeching help from fellow trees on shore 
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Those vast pine forests and the many oaks 

That decked the mainland shore faint in the west. 

A world indeed unto itself, the marsh 

Bound 'twixt the stunted forests and the main, 

With narrow islands belted on the east, 

Their slender crescent beaches formed a chain 

For near two hundred miles from north to south, 

From a long headland in the eastern sea 

To the broad opening of a river mouth 

That southward flowed to join the ocean free; 

And the low fens were cut by winding streams 

And swollen inlets and great thoroughfares 

And broad salt lakes where bright the marsh light 

gleams 
To lead astray the fisherman who dares 
In shallow skiff to thread the winding tides, 
To reap, their harvest rich in perch and eel 
Where o'er deep pools the shallop swiftly slides. 
Or treacherous shallows strand the unwary keel 

And the tall reeds sigh swaying in the breeze. 
And loud the insects pipe away the hour; 
And salt scents mingle from the distant seas 
With land-bom perfumes sweet from field and flower. 
Such were the fens in summer green and blue ; 
Now they lay tawny-decked with brown and gold. 
But Summer's semblance lingered, for a few 
Hardy marsh flowers still defied the cold, 
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And though to east and north and south there rolled 

A grey wind-beaten wrathful winter sea, 

The broad arms of the mother marsh enfold 

The truant tides, till they slip sleepily 

Into her sun-warmed rush-choked water ways 

Blind alleys, stagnant pools and silver bays. 

Such was the scene the falling tides disclosed. 
When after two days' storm the sun again 
Looked forth at times between the shining clouds 
And lit once more the troubled winter sea 
And winter sky, for in those brief two days, 
A subtle change had come upon the world. 
For Indian Summer and flown Her red boughs 
Of last poor children shorn beat winter sky 
Cold with a heartless glitter in its depths 
A sky of chilled steel be it ere so blue 

It is the mind that paints the outward world. 

And when our joys be fled, who does not know 

How nature doth respond to our own pain. 

And lose her charm before our heavy eyes 

Especially 'tis so when we once more 

Look on the scenes where our lost happiness 

Was greatest; surely they are not the same. 

For every little thing that formerly 

Joined in our joy now comes to stab our grief 

With dagger points of bitter memory. 

So on the third day after losing her 

Who was his all in all, Young Caer arose, 
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At what had been their kingdom looked once more 

And thought how on that love-illumined night 

First night with Ahno, all that waste had caught 

False flame from Fancy's forge; Imagination 

Had peopled it with courtly spirits fair 

And she, voluptuous golden-haired Ahno 

Had been the fairest she-devil of all. 

Now all was changed, for never had the waste 

Appeared more lonely or more commonplace. 

The very sky had lost its grander depths 

An all servalient monster seemed the sea, 

Grovelling impotent unto the shore. 

The pines no longer reared with stately grace, 

Reaching bent boughs up to the Infinite, 

But stood like witches stretching claws on high, 

And all the bone-white twisted holly trees 

like corpses pale showed through the darker pines. 

So casting one last glance at the sad shore 

And at his rotting twisted former self. 

The soul turned westward out upon the marsh 

With spirit feet which sank not in the ooze 

Or needed bark to cross the thoroughfares; 

And "Ahno" ! sighed the wind among the reeds, 

And "Ahno" ! wailed the sea behind the dunes, 

More distant now with every westward step, 

Yet moaning in his mind as in a shell 

Some child puts to his ear, and thinks he hears 

The roar of tides from which the curved shell came. 
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Westward, aye, westward, and the sinking sun 

Stained with his blood-red rays the stagnant pools; 

Rolled down in royal agony to die 

Behind those lowering forests in the west 

Miles upon miles the waste of pine-clothed sands ; 

Then a broad river mouth; the marsh again, 

And then the well-tilled fertile uplands rose 

And rolled off westward to the dying day. 

And lonely lonely lay the darkening fens. 

And horrible the deep and inky tides 

Gurgled and chuckled, laughed between the reeds 

As gorged hyenas laugh o'er dead men's bones. 

And bitter bitter cold the winter night. 

But now the soul of Young Caer could not feel 

Nor recked it ought that all the stagnant pools 

Were freezing fast, were thickening to green ice. 
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CANTO IV 

THE TOWER 

Comt to the joy of Beauty 

Come to the glitter of gold 
In life was there ever a duty 

But gaining of treasures untold? 

Come where red lips are laughing 
Where the musical symbols chime 

With only one thought, to be quaffing 
Life's wine for a time and a time. 

What! Do I hear you sighing 

For a past for a better day 
For something not bought for the buying 

For a Love that is taken away? 

'T was on the morrow morning, as the sun 

Rose eastward o'er the brilliant morning sea 

And pierced with light the thick fogs of the marsh 

Until like evil genii they arose 

Folded ther magic pearly-tinted robes 

And fled in disarray before the wind, 

That Young Caer rose from reeds where he had lain, 
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And westward turned once more. There in the west 

Mirage-like mirrored 'twixt the marsh and sky 

A cold blue tower rose above the marsh. 

Its form but half revealed through thinning mist ; 

A tall thin tower pale against the sky, 

Set on a distant isle among the reeds, 

Its head far o'er the wrecks of stunted pines, 

As though some furious tornado had 

Up plucked a light house from some rock-bound shore 

And set it down again upon the marsh. 

The island whereupon the tower stood 
Lay half submerged above the rotting fen, 
Surrounded on three sides by long dry reeds, 
And on the fourth before the oblong door 
Of that strange tower, a little spit of sand 
Fell steeply down into the thoroughfare 
A narrow but unstagnant tidal stream 
That deep and silent, slow and ominous 
Slid steadily by reeds and shorn off sands 
Bearing in its strong wake all wreckage which 
Might come its way, and flowing north by east 
The mind might follow its long passage to 
Some broad salt harbor opening on the main 
But lost to ships among the trackless swamps. 

And Young Caer stopped upon the narrow beach 
And silently surveyed the cold blue tower 
And that which lay beneath, for at its feet 
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Lay what he never should require more, 
Heaps upon heaps of bars of burnished gold 
And silver vessels jeweled armor piled 
Mid copper swords and glass-toothed maquatells 
And midst the jewels and the gold there lay, 
White on gray sands the glittering bones of men. 
While here and there half covered by the brush 
Some crouching skeleton peered toward the tower. 

How came these white bones here? What men were 

those ? 
Who clad in barbarous armor had of old. 
Laden with treasure, crossed the quaking fen. 
To build that fearful tower to build and die 
Like poisoned rats upon the very sands 
Where their dear gold and jewels they had piled; 
To die of deadly vapors, that, by night. 
The sluggish streams and flooded meads distilled. 
Until they rose as shrouds that closely clung 
And dragged the living to the gates of death. 
Blinded by their white folds, and lulled to sleep 
By drowsy insects all the heavy day. 
Until by night as pestilence had walked 
Among their ranks the skeleton of doom. 

And yet the bones lay there; some hardening caused 
By salty air and summer sun had stayed 
Each skeleton from quick decay, and left 
It there a grisly witness unto Death. 
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And Young Caer entered that blue chamel tower, 

A chamel tower indeed, for on its floor 

And up the narrow stair, lay bone on bone 

In rotting horror, for the sun could not 

Reach these grim relics; only the poisonous air 

Within the tower had rotted bone on bone, 

Bone into bone, and 'mid the bones there lay 

Gems of great price and vessels of fine gold. 

Indeed the treasure in the tower put 

To shame the princely hoard upon the sands. 

And Young Caer marvelled more, for on the walls 

Were pictures traced in fading tints that showed 

Palm groves and birds unknown to that cold clime 

And monkeys and square-featured heathen gods 

And roughly-fashioned pyramids where high 

The uncouth shaggy-headed priest upheld 

The victims heart as offering to appease 

The fiery anger of a tropic sun 

And there were symbols ; not the Cross of Christ 

But that of Quexel, and upon the floor 

Still stained with some dark sacrificial stain 

A great stone collar for a victim's neck 

Lay almost covered by the bars of gold. 

Who built the tower then? Some Aztec lord 

Who fled before the victorious sword of Spain 

And after weary journey to the north 

Through all the menace of barbarian tribes, 

Thought in these fens secure from Spanish steel 

And frphi the arrows of barbarians, 
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To found the nucleus of a state that should 
Outrival his dear conquered Mexico? 

At last the winding stair came to an end, 

Just where an opening pierced the tower's roof — 

A roof surrounded by a parapet. 

And from that height Young Caer surveyed the 

marsh — 
The tidal stream that east by northward flowed 
The league on league of fenlands to the south, 
The glittering gold upon the sands beneath, 
And far off in the misty morning east ; 
The thin and pale blue line of distant sea 
And Ahno? had the wondrous tower then 
Though all but for an instant then his thought 
From his lost dear ; that far off gleam of sea 
Recalled again his vanished happiness 
Or fallen Babylon ; had he again 
His flesh and Ahno ; then the pile of gold 
Had seemed, indeed, if that were possible. 
To fill to overflowing that sweet cup 
Of joy; would he not then have sought once more 
Those lights and laughter he had once decried; 
Have built a palace worthy of his queen 
On those same sands where once he made a lair 
And then with marble and with mainland loam 
Have laid a spacious park beside the dunes? 
And would he not, if he had flesh again 
And Ahno, joyfully have given all, 
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Relinquished all that pile of Aztec gold 
For one brief hour of love beside the sea? 

And sinking in a heap, the soul alone, 

Alone upon that lonely lonely fen. 

Half living and half dead, groaned in his pain. 

For was he truely dead or did he live 

Without a body, lost in all despair. 

Yet bound as ever to the heavy earth 

Whereon he could not now fall down and die? 

And once again Young Caer crawled to the edge 
Of that broad parapet, and looked below 
Upon the ruddy heap of Aztec gold. 
And once more sttmg with bitter memory. 
Thought of lost Ahno whose bright golden hair 
Had bravely matched the treasure at his feet. 
This then was the most perfect power of gold. 
To give to those we love, to wallow in 
An all excess of comfort and their arms 
To plant a hedge if it were possible 
Of all the soft caressing things of life 
About our own and let the world wag on. 
But now his chance of joy was as the dust — 
The dust and ashes in a long closed tomb ; 
A memory only and what might have been 
Imagined happiness all the more sweet 
Because he lacked and never now should know 
Stung like a whip-lash ; where could he now find 
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Another love like that upon the isle? 

Could all eternity, could heaven itself, 

Offer a solace sure to compensate 

And fill his tortured void with happiness? 

And so he pondered, always coming back. 

As in a circle that one treads by night 

Lost in the dark streets of some stranger town 

And sees at time bright lights in windows set 

And hears the sound of laughter borne upon 

The strange winds from the portals of strange homes 

Where for the wanderer there is no home. 

No light, no rest ; only the dark and cold. 

And he comes back again and yet again 

To where he started, from, and only finds 

The same dim lantern or the same dark wall 

From whence he started his vain search. Young Caer 

Returned again unto his grief and there 

His tortured being hung above the void. 

Yet as some such benighted wanderer may 

See high in heaven a single brilliant star 

Lighting some narrow space of sky just seen 

Between tall houses towering in the night, 

And think how that sweet star must also shine 

Above the fair and open country side. 

Mayhap above his loved and distant home. 

So did faint gleams at times light Young Caer's soul. 

Perchance, who knew, there was a greater love, 

A closer understanding that the grave 
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That an eternity of loneliness, 

Could not dispel? A love to which all sense 

And sex were but hand maidens for a time 

An effort of the flesh to comprehend 

That which was spirit. Finally Young Caer 

Rose heavily and westward turned once more. 

Leaving the tower and its store of gold 

Glittering so gayly in the evening sun, 

Nor gave a backward glance to where it lay, 

That princely treasure piled upon the sand. 

But with bowed head in meditation, slow. 

Paced westward where the crimson winter's sun 

Once more was sinking toward the pine clad shore. 

The long low heavy shore dark in the west. 
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THE PINES 



Gray green odorous ocean of pine. 
Tenderly tinted, gently swing 
Evergreen boughs to the winter's sky 
Half in your slumbers whispering 
Rest must lie in your shadows deep, 
As tired children dreamless lie 
And you croon your sleepy slumber song 
Soothing sorrowful low and long 
While time and tide drift by. 

Here is peace for the weary ear 

Rest for the lanquid eye 

Surely the tired soul could creep 

Into your shadows and sleep, sleep, sleep 

Hid from the cruel sky. 

Hid from its fellows for aye and aye 

From the mocking laughter of all the world 

Pleasure and pain alike be hurled 

Into the seas nearby 

Forever, forever unheeded lie 

Till the salty caverns be rent in twain 
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Till the sun be darkened on Judgment Day 
Till all the curse be taken away 
And heaven and earth be bom again. 

The morning sun pierced the long aisles of pine 
And the blue sky shone bright against their boughs 
Leagues of dark pine mingled with virgin oak 
And deep in brambles and red cranberry 
And shallow fens the inlets where the marsh 
Encroached upon the easily-yielding sands^ 
Where scarce as yet the red clay showed between 
But sometimes set in depths of pine and oak 
Appeared all smooth and deep the cobalt eye 
Of some broad spring of fresh water all sweet 
Untainted by the salt tides to the east. 
And many rods across from shore to shore. 
And now the first fall of the winter snow 
Grew deeper with each westward mile the plain 
Had lately been by a great blizzard swept 
And though the salty ocean airs could still 
Defy the snow and crumble it again. 
With every westward league their power waned 
And deeper lay the snow beneath the pines 
And all the treacherous soggy inland fens 
Appeared as open meadows smooth and white. 

Now all was silence in the winter waste 
Save the unceasing murmur 'mid the boughs 
No man-made roads trailed o'er the sandy soil. 
And scarce a sign of man could Young Caer see, 
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But here and there long miles apart he found 

Gray cabins mid some tiny clearing set 

And men, more apes than men, inbred, insane 

Lounged in the doors or gibbering to themselves 

Essayed with feeble will to do some task 

To gather a few branches for their fires 

Or set rude snares and spider-like crouch down 

Nearby with heavy but relentless eyes 

Hoping some bird or hare might fall their prey. 

These were the dwellers in the shadows ; they. 

Devoid of noble promptings, great desires. 

And all bereft of poetry in love. 

Moved in a world guided by sense alone. 

And sank with sense to depths below the beasts 

111 had Young Caer fared at those greedy hands 

And stunted intellects had he alone 

Unarmed, alive, those dim trails trod but now 

The disembodied soul by no eyes marked 

Passed like a fleeting shadow o'er the snow 

Leaving no track behind. 

But now and then across his path there stole 

The timid-eyed and graceful forest deer 

Or through the brush a lumbering old bear 

Crashed and was gone again, half-heard, half-seen. 

But once across his path one came, who stood 

Gibbering in the shadows of the pines 

A hairy form half-ape, half-man, who stood 

With grinning lips baring long bestial fangs 
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"I, I, Young Caer, Yourself, am strangely changed 

Knew you not that you had another self? 

Even as Ahno was your second soul 

I am your other body. Wouldst return 

To flesh Young Caer? Here is firm flesh for you 

Free from all haughty longings, be content 

With me. Young Caer, you were contented once; 

With me on the fair isle although you knew 

Not who it was who whispered in your ear 

When first, fair Ahno stood in shimmering white 

Before you, mid the bone-white holly trees. 

Who helped you bear her to the warm white sands 

When she lay warm and heavy in your arms? 

'Twas I, Young Caer, 'Twas I ! Your second self !" 

And saying so the mocking horror danced, 

Grinning, and beating his great chest, until 

The dim woods echoed to it as a drum. 

"And can you give me Ahno once again 

Would she still care if I were changed to you? 

Horror of horrors, mockery of a man 

Anthropoid scarcely standing on two feet 

For ever and anon those long arms strong 

Of yours descend to brace the swaying form 

Above them. The bull neck is painfully 

Bent downward by the massive ape-like jaw 

Nor can those eyes duller than any brute's 

Look upward of their own volition see 

The bright stars shining." Then the thing replied 

[39] 



AHNO 

Resting itself on its brute arms it cried 
Pitifully as a brute in dire distress 

"Oh Spurn me not Young Caer! Reject me not 

For I Young Caer am wholly part of you 

No less than Ahno. Let, Oh ! let me be 

Still one with you absorbed again, who knows 

My very dross to purest gold may turn 

If you my better self but hold me fast?" 

And saying so the moaning horror fell 

At Young Caer's feet; in supplication writhed 

And Young Caer stooping lifted the great weight 

Folded his fouler self unto his heart 

As once he had lost Ahno folded thus. 

"Come brother come What right have I to spurn 

That which indeed is truly part of me 

'Twas I created you in long gone days 

Piece by piece formed you changed your innocence 

From natural brute craving to wild lusts 

Lent you my mind to plan my heart to urge 

My living soul of which you are a part 

To basest use where only good had been 

Until my human cunning had unchained 

Your brute desires and directed them 

Come brother come ! We will together stand 

Knowing our weakness we may better fight 

Our mutual enemies if we be one. 

Though I assume your loathly shape I still 
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May make of it a temple fit for Him 

Whose messengers are whitest flames of fire!" 

And Lo ! As Young Caer spoke the loathly form 
Vanished or was absorbed within himself 
For now although to sight he was unchanged 
A mighty power filled his spirit limbs 
Firm and more firmly did he tread the waste 
Pressing with long strides westward as the day 
Waned and the sky grew warmer in the west. 

The pines sighed overhead, the winter sun 
Fell pale between their shadows and the sky 
Was scarcely seen above the swaying boughs 
The sweet scent of their needles filled the air 
The sandy soil was inches deep in snow 
And the dry bushes thick with unshed leaves 
The withered memories of summer time 
Stood gaunt as gallows hung with mummied dead. 
Still westward Yoimg Caer urged his weary way 
Hearing below the murmur of the pines 
The long remembered moaning of the sea 
Visioning Ahno in the leafless glades 
As first he saw her on their distant isle 
Standing among the bone-white holly trees 
Crowned with red leaves the roses of the fall. 
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THE PIT 

Not as the wondrous tower had met his eyes 
Pale set against the morning-tinted sky 
But as the shadows of the evening cast 
Sinister arms across the darkening wood 
And filled with deeper gloom the depths of pine 
Young Caer first saw the pit before his feet. 

And the soul paused in wonder and great fear^ 

Before that rotting wound in Mother Earth. 

On all sides for a space of many rods 

The sandy soil had caved, and wrecks of trees. 

With roots and branches twisted in their fall, 

The broken lips of that black chasm lined, 

They lay like warriors fallen in some fierce fray 

And matted helplessly together strown 

As dead men's corpses on a field of war 

And from the noisome pit arose a stench 

Of rotting and decay, for far below 

The costliest treasures of Man's finite mind. 

The ponderous weight of his great reason lay 

Crumbling among the mamoth's crumbling bones. 

And 'mid the slime great serpents lazily 
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Mouthed filthily among the rotting pile 
Of Man's achievements Abstract Intellect 
Lighting itself until that light has waned 
And led to madness, and the whole air sighed 
Sighed low in pity and in utter shame 
And all the rotting useless knowledge stank 
As lumps of putrid flesh of cattle strown 
In some deserted slaughter pen, or as 
The path of some victorious horde that leaves 
A fallen city smoldering in its wake 
With mangled bodies thick in every street. 

"Why have I sought for wisdom among these?" 
Mused the sad soul of Young Caer as he stood 
Pondering before the darkening pit "My God 
If I have left Thee made my gods of these 
Forgotten Thee in following Thy ways 
Thy wonders written on the face of earth 
And hidden in the mountains bowls behold 
Me stripped of power, pride, and learning all 
All of Thy favors ; holding fast alone 
To that one favor which is part of Thee 
Love for itself Oh leave me not without 
This one undying fire of Paradise 
Consuming with a white pain in my heart 
Triumphant o'er despair and o'er myself 
Leading me Lord, a little nearer Thee!" 
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And Young Caer fell beside the loathsome pit 

And in dumb agony once more sank in 

That second death, an unrefreshing sleep 

Nor heeded that the night came on and clouds 

Heavy against the sunset now had closed 

Their curtains veiling all the winter stars 

And from their heavy folds the hard fine snow 

Came fast and faster covering the world 

With one vast shroud, and low the wind sighed 

"Sleep— 
Sleep on, Sleep on — ^but spring shall come again/' 
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CANTO VII 

THE RIVER 

Salt winds blow o'er the marshland 

With message from the main 
To lift the heavy Midnight 

And bring the dawn again 
Now has the full moon faded 

An hour and more ago 
The old world waits the morning 

Once more to youthful grow. 

Roll back the heavy curtains 

That cloak the orbs of Night; 
Dispel the mists that cover 

Her paling stars from sight ; 
Lest that the burning Bridegroom 

Who mounts the eastern skies 
Shall find his bride the Morning 

With tears in tender eyes. 

The first sweet airs of spring had blessed the land, 
And now the sun shone warm again, the pines 
Were decked with fresh green needles and beyond 
Their shade in some sweet sunkissed clearing set 
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The violets upturned blue eyes to heaven 
And slowly with the spring's returning life 
Conscious once more the disembodied soul 
Felt first that all the outer world had changed 
As quickly and as subtly as that night 
When first the howling winter swept the seas 
Before him on the demon-haunted isle, 
That night had ended Young Caer's happiness. 
But now the soul of Young Caer felt a change. 
The world was changed before his waking eyes 
The loathly pit was gone and the dark pines 
Thinned out to where a lighter green appeared 
Not distant from his lair, beyond that green, 
Blue as the pale blue ocean he had left. 
The tranquil river steadily rolled on 
Southward to seek the brilliant morning main. 

And all was morning in the bottom lands 
The river marshes stretched to north and south 
Salt as that other marsh far in the east 
Like those low f enlands salted by the sea 
And Young Caer stood beside the water's edge 
And thought of all that had befallen since 
That other morning by the Autumn sea 
That wondrous mom when Ahno first had stood 
Blooming among the dying flowers of fall 
Despair no longer poisoned Memory. 
Only a gentle revery which lay 
Softly upon his mind as flowers strewn 
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Upon the grave of some long cherishied dead 
When all the bitterness of grief is spent 
And left behind but recollections fair 
Of what has been What might have been is not 
But what has been has been ; can never change. 
The good as well as bad is sealed and safe 
Aye ! sealed and safe for all eternity. 

So now he thought of Ahno reconciled 

To loosing her no longer in some hell 

She seemed, but like himself perchance condemned 

And yet not all condemned to wander far 

To penance do in some dim shadowy world 

Between this life and death until the time 

When innocent the burden of their sin 

Should fall as an old garment worn out 

And be forgotten as an evil dream 

Should pass and leave them like some little child 

Happy because the sun shines and the flowers 

Are bright in some May morning in those far 

Fair fields of Childhood when the world is young 

And so he thought of Ahno Was she then 
Some fallen angel or perchance some love 
Some earthly love long gathered to the grave 
Or one who might have loved him had their ways 
But crossed in life, and now that he was dead 
How all imperfect did the union seem 
He once had known with Ahno on the Isle 
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That distant island in the morning sea 

And oh how fair the meeting when again 

They two should come together knowing love 

Not as on earth but as the angels know 

Who unto earthly marriage are not given 

Yet understanding all things still may be 

One in such perfect union of the soul 

That all estrangement is impossible 

And so he southward trod and a great calm 

A gentle sadness filled him bore him up 

As melting snows release a frozen world 

And blossom in the veins of grass and flowers 

So all the pent up fury of his grief 

The cold hand of the ice of his despair 

The agony of baffled Passions self 

Crept from his heart leaving it sweet and clean 

As some fresh soil by winter purified. 

He mused does not the lonely soul of man 

Cry ceaselessly for his true mate, nor find 

Joy till he find her out of all the world 

These twain mayhap their separate spirits move 

In spheres in worlds in ages far apart 

But they are one in Understandings Self 

Unlike perchance in all things yet conceived 

To fit together as the well carved wood 

Of some skilled workman forms a perfect whole 

And if he finds her not could not the soul 

Still seek his true affinity through flesh 
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And all desires of the flesh be passed 

When the freed spirit treads its native skies 

And roams at will from star to distant star? 

Some time he would find Ahno ! Once again ! 

Though centuries and time itself should merge 

Into the void of darkened svm and star 

And a cold world lie ice bound in the night 

Or be consumed with Judgment 

Had she not sought him among the cold caves of the sea 

And in deep woods a very long long time 

So he would seek however long the way 

However far the search should lead his soul 

He would find Ahno I So he comforted 

Moved southward by the river's lovely shore. 

The pines came down to greet the water's edge. 

The fresh green of young grass and spatterdocks 

Reflected in the waters and the tide 

Blue as the pale blue ocean that it sought 

Rolled smoothly on or sparkled in the sun 

Where the soft air of morning raised small waves 

Adance in dazzling ripples of delight 

And though the sky was clear with scarce a trace 

Of fleecy cloud to break its banner blue 

A tender mist hung near the pine clad shores 

As the sea fogs on the lost lovely isle. 

Now all was still beside the water's edge 
And no wind moved the treetops; Suddenly 
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A little breeze arose from out the east 

A faint breath blowing fragrant with the pines 

Laden with ozone and a faint perfume 

A far bom spicy fragrance of the sea 

A little, little breeze, but presently 

The pine boughs all were swaying singing low 

And Young Caer heard the song or thought he heard 

Articulate the voices of the wind 

The melody far brought from surging seas 

Long have I waited Beloved 
In the heart of the sea 
Until the curse was removed 
Have I waited for thee 
For I was fated for thee 
When the worlds lay molten in fire 
And the dream of my great desire 
Have I dreamed in the sea. 

Swift on wings of the morning 
Out of the heart of the sea 
Out of the outer darkness 
I come only to thee 
Out of my storm and passion 
Out of my sin and pain 
Over the worlds wide border 
Fresh to thine arms again 
Waited I long and lonely 
Only Ah ! only for thee 
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And I ride the wings of morning 
Out of the heart of the sea. 

The wind! No wind had sung that last sweet chord 
Only a voice he could remember well 
Only her voice who stood before him now 
As they had met upon their distant isle 
She stood and smiled on him plaintive and sweet 
As once she stood among the twisted pines. 
Her golden hair shone against the morning blue 
That colored all the river, and her eyes 
Sea-tinted like the seaward flowing stream. 
Looked long and long into Young Caer's poor soul; 
And Young Caer fell upon his hands and crawled 
Humbly most humbly clasped her knees, and looked 
Into the face of Ahno, his restored 
Ahno, and Lo ! a great light filled her face 
As a great love that purified by pain 
Undying at last has found its own again. 

And now, they trod together south by east 
Spring's earliest radiance lay upon the world. 
And morning reigned in the soft spring time sky; 
On the broad river ever broader grown; 
Morning upon the waters of the bay, 
On the low sands that sparkled in the sun 
And Morning shining on a tranquil sea. 

THE END 

[51] 
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